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The pack in the spinny are ranging wide,
The   bracken's   alive   with   a   black   and   tan
tide. The huntsman cheers and his whip-lash long
Cracks like the shot of a gun, And a red shade slips from tree to tree,
Through the winter woodland dun. The red shade flits, the pack range wide,
When    hark   to    a   whimper!   ' Tis    Jessamy
Bride,
The good little hound who will lift without fail A week-old scent on a trodden trail. The pack run to her.   The whimper grows
To a ringing chorus of sound, When the black and tan billow breaks from the wood
And pours o'er the open ground. The red shade flies like a loosened shaft,
The pack run strong on the scent, Their music swells like an echo of bells
That chime in a valley pent. Behind strain the steeds over fallow and plough
With a thunder of hoofs on the mead, Down the long valley and o'er the hill's brow,
The hunt sweeps on at speed.
" Now easy, Gay Lass I  ' Tis easy that doss it,"
Says Joe as he rode from a lane, And   the   bay   mare   reared    and    sidled   and bucked,
As her youth had come back again.